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even a minimum of feeling-gasps "Reprieve!" Her reprieve.
necessarily, is to the world of consciousness from which she had
dropped. Soon she can expect to see again the goblin and the
gauge. The question asked in the last two lines is the last turn of
the knife. To perish in a sea of madness. or to live with an unbearable self-awareness? Grimly, she chose the latter.
s of course no answer to the Emjly Dickinson riddlejust as there is no answer to the riddle of any great poet. The instant genuine poetry can be unriddled it will cease to be written.
However. we do come a bit closer to the heart of the Dickinson
riddle at those moments when we sense fully her intense attachment to life; we lose all sense of the riddle in a fog of abstraction
when we slant her mind towards death and immortality.
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was very Cuban old man. He fished. He did not
catch one either.
Down in the marketplace they whispered. "That viejo old
man. he is not so lucky. I theenk."
The old man fished on truly. It was three years.
But the old man did have a friend. It was a boy. Other people
were around. He knew these others too. That boy was his friend
though!
Once the old man had a wife. She was gone. She was his wife
certainly, not his friend.
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1 The Old Man and the Sea, by Ernest Hemingway. New York: Charles Scribner's
Sons. 1952. 140 pp. $3.00.
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This boy? They called him Lyle. Lyle was loyal. He certainly
told this old man, "Viejo, principally it is with thee I wish to fish."
Yes, there was something in this for the old man, and he
thoughtfully peeled a~ay a band-aid. Together he and the boy,
that Lfle one, the friend, gazed on some millionaires who were
sailing up and down the Caribbean in boats.
Basebolls was the one love the old man held next to him besides fish. In fish he liked the Marlin. In the basebolls he liked the
Hiram Guzman. That one from l-Iavana.
Hiram was a local boy there. He went to the United States. He
made out good in what they do call a hot corner. It was for the
ones of Atlanta. They were in a league of the bush, so it was
known.
Surely, thought the old man, such a place must be difficult to
play in.
The old man was not so very international about the basebolls
)\though. He favored Cuban players only. He did not like the
United States players a little. He did not like those whose fathers
were fishermen most. It had something to do with spring training.
Contrariwise, this old man experiences a mucho caliente for
the one Hiram Guzman. So did that boy, his friend, Lyle. This
had nothing to do with spring training.
Sometimes he and that Lyle talked about the basebolls. Sometimes they talked about that 'Hiram. Hiram had a carbuncle.
This carbuncle was of much pain to Hiram every time he sat
down. It did not bother him too much when he stood up though.
It was only when he sat down.
"Old man," said that boy, "Hiram, he is a brave one."
"Truly."
"It is well not to have a carbuncle."
"He has intestine, courage, my boy."
"A carbuncle, what must that be like?"
"Clearly, a fisherman must sit."
"Ay yi yi, that Hiram."
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Then they did not talk about it so much until the next time.
The old man, he liked that boy. The father of the boy, he
caught more fish surely. The boy, he liked that old man. The
father took his boat and the mother fishing, and he did not like
either particularly. The boy, that Lyle, he knew.
This especial one day the young boy had to go fish with
his guardians. He did. Then the old man stepped outside and
urinated.
The old man next went far out to sea in the ocean of the Gulf
Stream. There he caught a truly big fish.
"Ay yi yi, a real tobacco," said the amazed old man. He peered
intently at the water. "Are thou not vast?"
"A marlin," replied the fish evenly, and it said not another
thing after that. Then it went off fast.
The big fish pulled the old man all day. The little boat went
swiftly. The old man got hungry. He clubbed to death some bull
finches. They had been sitting on the prow of the little boat chatting and watching that old man until he beat them to death. He
ate them with one hand, and he did too hold on to the fish line
with his other hand. He tossed their remains over his shoulder
into the sea water of the Gulf Stream which was so awfully bluish.
"Surely, you must be as tired as I," said the distressed old man.
It was really difficult to urinate a second time this day.
When the sun went away, night came. The ocean waters of the
Gulf Stream were quite darkish, mucho negrito.
Being a meditative sort of viejo old man, he fell to thinking on
Hiram Guzman. "Ho, ho," mused he, "now there is a real barn
door, that Hiram." His carbuncle? Ay, yi yi.' Courage was demanded there. Perhaps the big fish, a noble creature surely, had
courage. Hiram had it. The big fish had it. Now where was he,
this old viejo man in his swiftly going little boat, way way out
there on the darkish ocean waters of that Gulf Stream?
He did not reach a conclusion....
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